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THE BROWN BEAUTY

WHILE the two contraries of black and white

In the brown Phaie are so well unite

That they no longer now seem opposite,

Who doubts but love hath this his colour chose,
Since he therein doth both th' extremes compose,      5
And as within their proper centre close?

Therefore, as it presents not to the view
That whitely raw and unconcocted hue,
Which beauty northern nations think the true;

So neither hath it that adust aspect                         10

The Moor and Indian so much affect,

That for it they all other do reject.

Thus, while the white well-shadow'd doth appear,
And black doth through his lustre grow so clear
That each in other equal part doth bear,                     15

All in so rare proportion is combin'd,
That the fair temper which adorns her mind
Is even to her outward form confm'd.

Phaie, your sex's honour, then so live,

That when the world shall with contention strive         20

To whom they would a chief perfection give,

They might the controversy so decide,

As, quitting all extremes on either side,

You more than any may be dignifi'd.

AN ODE UPON A QUESTION MOVED, WHETHER
LOVE SHOULD CONTINUE FOR EVER

HAVING interr'd her infant-birth,

The wat'ry ground, that late did mourn,
Was strew'd with flow'rs for the return

Of the wish'd bridegroom of the earth.

The well-accorded birds did sing

Their hymns unto the pleasant time,
And in a sweet consorted chime

Did welcome in the cheerful Spring;